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Largo religioso. 


VOICE. 


PIANO. 
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^^Wheu I awake I am still with thee. Psalm CXXXIX.18. 


MORNING HYMN. L.M, 


Wonls hv Bishop Keim. 


Music by Barthe lemon. 





2 

Awake, lift up thyself, my heart , 

Ami with the angels hear thy part } 

Who, all night long, unwearied sing 
High praises to the Eternal King • 

3 

Lord! I rny vows to thee renew. 

Disperse my sins as morning dew. 

Guard my first springs of thought and will, 
And with thyself my spirit fill . 


4 

Direct, control, suggest this day , 

All I design, or do, or say j 

That all my powers, with all their might. 

In thy sole glory may unite . 

5 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow: 
Praise him, all creatures here below: 

Praise him above ye heavnly host: 

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 
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The Lord will command his loviuf? kindness in the daytime, and in the night his song shall 
be with me, and my prayer unto the God of my life!’ Psalm XLII. 8. 


EVENING HYMN. L.M. 


Words by Bishop Ketin. 


Music by Tallis, 




2 

Forgive me. Lord, for thy dear Son, 
The ill that I this day have done y 
That with the world, myself, and Thee, 
I, ere I sleep, at peace may be. 

3 

Teach me to live, that I may dread 
The grave as little as my bed: 

Teach me to die, that so I may 
Rise glorious at the judgment-day. 


4 

When in the night I sleepless lie, 

My soul with heavenly thoughts supply: 

Let no ill dreams disturb my rest. 

No powers of darkness me molest. 

5 

Praise God from whom all blessings flow': 
Praise him, all creatures here below: 

Praise him above , ye heavenly host , 

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.' . 
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now is Christ risen trom the desid and become tiie first fruits of them that slept. '*>or. xv • 2o * 

EASTER HYMN. P.M. 

Music by Carey. 


Moderate. 


VOICE. 
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Christ,theLord,is ris’n to day, Hal _ _ - _le_ _lu_ jah! Sons of men, and 
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Love’s redeeming work is done; 
Fought the fight, the battle won. 
Lo! the sun’s eclipse is o’er! 

Lo! he sets in blood no more! 


Vain the stone, the watch, the seal, 
Christ has burst the gates of hell. 
Death in vain forbids his rise: 
Christ hath open’d paradise . 


Hail the Lord of earth and heaven ! 
Praise to thee by both be given ! 
Thee we greet triumphant now ; 
Hail! the Resurrection, thou! 
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heavens declare the glory of God ; and the firmament sheweth his handy-work ’ Psalm xix. 1. 
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Words by Addison. 


CREATION. L.M. 
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Music by Haydn , 
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The spacios fir _ _ ma _ merit on high j With all the blue e _ _ the _ real 
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sky, And sparugled heavns^a shi _ ning frame j Their great O _ _ ri gi _ nal pro_claim. 
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Th’unwearied sun,fromday to day, Doth his 






I 


power dis play, 



Soon as the evning shades prevail, 

The moon takes up the wondrous tale , 

And, nightly, to the list’ning earth, 

Repeats the story of her birth j 
>^hilst all the stars that round her burn, 

And all the planets in their turn. 

Confirm the tidings as they roll. 

And spread the truth from pole to pole. 
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What though in solemn silence all. 
Move round this dark terrestrial ball,- 
What though no real voice, nor sound, 
Amidst their radiant orbs be found; 

In reason’s ear they all rejoice , 

And utter forth a glorious voice; 

Por ever singing as they shine, 

‘^‘^The hand that made us is divine!” 
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